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planning a thriller that would have a Lundy chapter
or two in it. The others, I believe, were trying to
decide whether the blackbird fluttering about the face
of the cliff really was a raven. Perhaps it was, as we
shall see, and was trying to cry "Nevermore."

We walked to the top of the cliff, and watched
some great buzzard hawks go wheeling up into the
blue.   There were sweet smells, an old intoxication,
in the air. To have the heather about your feet and
to look out to sea is to be happy, so happy that you
feel it is incredible that you will not live for ever. But
the shadow of mortality soon fell upon us. We arrived
at Stoke Church.   This church is miles from any-
where, except from the rocks and foam and the ruined
quay, the gulls and ravens and hawks, yet it lifts a
great tower to the sky, just as if the bustling plains
of Flanders were beneath it. There are a few white-
washed cottages,, a few gnarled trees, and this church
with its enormous tower.   We wandered about the
churchyard, in which a whole host has been buried,
so that mounds and stones almost jostle one another.
There you may meet generations  of Chopes  and
Prusts and Okes, whole centuries of them.   Their
stones show a grim appreciation of the fact of death,
our ancestors may have had their weaknesses, but
sentimentality about death was not one of them. They
lived  round   the  churchyard.   Not a   single   pass-
ing coffin escaped their eyes. When they died them-
selves, they pointed out, in clear inch lettering in
granite, that you would soon be dead too. The Shrop-